<io The \ Tragedy of Othello 

mailers heete’s money tor you, and the Generali fo likes your mu> 
fique , that hec defires you of all lottes j to make bo more noyf t 
with it. 

Bey, Wellfir,wc will not. 

Clo. If you hauc any mufique that may not bee heard, to’t 
againe, butascheyfaay, to hcare mufique , the Generali does not 

greatly care. 

Boy, Wc ha none fuch fir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your bag, for Tic away ; goe } yj. 
nifla away. 

Caf. Doell thou heave my honeff friend? 

Clo. N<\I hcare not your honed friend, I heare you. 

Caf. Preethee keepe vp thy quillets, there’s a poore pecceof 
goldfor thee: if the Gentlewoman that attends the Cencralswife 
be dirring,tcll her there’s one Cafsio , enercates her alittle fauour of 
fpeec'n — - wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is (firring fir,if(hc will dirre hither,! (hall feeme to no- 
tifievntoher. Enter Iago. 

Caf. Doe good my friend : In happy tim dago, 

Jag . You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf. Why no, the day had broke before vre parted .* 

I ha made bold I ago, to (end in to your wife,— my lime toher. 

Is, that die will to vertuous Defdemona, 

Procure me fonie acceffc. 

lag. Tie fend her to you prcfcntly. 

And lie deuife amcane co draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your ccnuerfc and bufintfle. 

May be more free. Exit . 

Caf. I humbly thankeyou for k : I neuerknew 
A Florentine more kindc and honed; 

Enter Emilia. 

Em, Good morrow good* Leiutcnant, I am forty 
For your difpleafure,but all will ibone be well. 

The Generali and his wife arc talking of it. 

And die fpeakes for you lfoutly : the Moore replies,. 

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cypres , 

Asad great affinity, and thatin whokfomc vvifcdotn®, 


lie 


fbe Moore o/V enice. 

johtnotbut refufe you.* butheprotefts he loues you, 
ind needes no other fuitor but his likings, 
fo t^e the fafeft occafion by the front. 

To bringy oU '” a p ain ^‘ 

Caf. Yet I befeech you, 
ifvouthinke fit,or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of fonac bnefe difeourfe 
With Defdemona alone. 

Em, Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (hall h auc time. 

To fpeake your bofome freely. 

Enter Othello, la go, W other Gentlemen. 


Exeunt, 


Oth. Thefe letters giue Jago, to the Pilate, 

And by him, doe my duties to the State; 

That done, I will be walking on the workes, 

Repaire thereto me. 

Jag. Well my good Lord.l’le do’t. 

Oth, This fortification Gentlemen, (hall we fee't ? 

Cent. Wc waite vpon your Lord(hip. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Defd emona,Ca(Tto and Emillia. 

Def. Be thou affur’d good Cafsio , I will doc 
All my abilities in thy bchalfe. 

Em. Good Madam do,I know it grieues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Defd. O that’s an honed fellow: - do not doubt Cafsio , 
ButI will haue my Lord and you sgaine. 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Bonn ious Madame, 

What euerfliall become of Michael Cafsio, 

Hee's neuer any thing but your true feruant. 

Defd. O fir,I thankeyou, you doeloue my Lord ; 

You hauc knowne him long,and be you well allur'd. 

He (hall in dranged,dand no farther off, 

Then in a politique didance. 
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